R  A  C   E          WON          BY          DEFAULT

was the strong link that united them. It was a bitter-
sweet companionship. Each was jealous of the other's
pretensions to prestige as a rider, and betrayed it'in a
sort of amused tolerance, seasoned all the time with
a variety of sarcastic comment. Both were modest
young fellows in everything except their prowess as
riders, the only difference between them being that
whereas Eddie Harding's was a quiet conceit, Dave
Williams made no bones about exhibiting his unblush-
ingly to the world.

" I was a bloody fool to get rid of my machine
last night," Dave said suddenly with conviction, as
they wandered up the beach.

" Why ? " asked Eddie.

" If I had it here, I could do some riding on the
sands."

" What for ?   To show off ? "

" Or to teach you a few tricks/'

" Not on that machine," said Eddie firmly. " You
couldn't have rode that bike any more. When you
drowned it you did an act of mercy."

" What do you mean ? "

" Wasn't it a mercy to put it out of its misery ?
That engine was burned right out. I had my eye
on it for some time. It was just about finished. You
talk a lot about your riding . . . Yours isn't riding
at all ... crashing along like you do ... It's
murder. You'd kill the best machine ever built
without knowing you were doing it. Real riding isn't
pulling a machine's guts out. Real riding's nursing
it."

" Like you did at Marceuil," retorted Dave, scorn-
fully. " Nursed it so much it fell asleep on the road.
And you with it. It'd done you a bit of good to hear
what the Adjutant said."

" You don't know what he said.   But I'll listen."